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They said they would report all I had said to their father and mother; adding, that great as their trouble was, they found they had more still to come. But it Mr. Belford were to be the executor of her will, contrary to their hopes, they besought me to take the trouble of transacting every thing with you; that a friend of the man to whom they owed all their calamity might not appear to them.
They were extremely moved at the text their sister had chosen for the subject of their funeral discourse.* I had extracted from the will that article, supposing it probable that I might not so soon have an opportunity to show them the will itself, as would otherwise have been necessary, on account of the interment, which cannot be delayed.
Monday Morning, between Eight and Nine.
The unhappy family are preparing for a mournful meeting at breakfast. Mr. James Hariowe, who has had as little rest as I, has written to Mr. Melvill, who has promised to draw up a brief eulogium on the deceased. Miss Howe is expected here by-and-by, to see, for the last time, her beloved friend.
Miss Howe, by her messenger, desires she may not be taken any notice of. She shall not tarry six minutes, was the word. Her desire will be easily granted her.
Her servant, who brought the request, if it were denied, was to return, and meet her; for she was ready to set out in her chariot, when he got on horseback.
If he met her not with the refusal, he was to stay liere till she came. I am, Sir,
Your faithful, humble servant,
WILLIAM MORDKN. * See the Will, in p. in of this volume.